At times, in the intensity of my labours^ it is hard for me to
realize where I am. In my own land. It is already summer! The
streets are hot. My little girls return from school, sweating and
dirty; and dream of going to camp. Here3 there's a bleak grey sky
like our November. At noon It begins to drizzle; by night it Is
raining. All night the wind howls, iron-grey, like a wolf from the
south. With sun, the day hardens and freezes.
It Is Sunday, the first day of rest that I have had in months.
Two pale electric stoves skirmish with the heavy chill in my hotel
room, I remain In bed to be warm; writing letters,, taking notes.
Later, I go to the City Bar and drink two batidos de vermut con aperital.
A good Hungarian gypsy band plays minor classics. As usual, many
recognize me5 but no one disturbs me. I read RIcardo Rojas* cruel
and brave book on Tierra del Fuego: of the barbarous destruction of
the Indians; of the incredible neglect of a rich land, I recall what
my friends of the University have told me of poverty in the north of
the Republic: Catamarca. Rioja, Los Andes, Tucuman. Some-
times the fat province of Buenos Aires appears like a huge stomach,
ruining the body . . . limbs and head ... of Argentina, Santa Fe Is
a bland town. The people are without intensity, except when they
start explaining their own national faults. They are without inten-
sity, because they have lost the old forms of passion: they wander In
a symbolic pampa, seeking new forms, new channels.
The keynote here too Is nostalgia. These cultured^ articulate,
physically robust men, these handsome women, feel themselves
terribly remote from their roots, which are In Europe. They long
for the culture-mother, the spirit-father. In Brazil there is a different
poignance. There, the earth-mother holds the people perhaps too
loving-closely. There, they long and struggle to emerge, but half-
heartedly ; the mother embrace Is sweet. Here, the pampa embrace
has been betrayal
What wealth of variety in these people! What a symphony is
America HIspania!
A cold wave has struck North Argentina. Clear up to Rio, where
men die of exposure! An Icy Patagonlan wind! Snow and frost in
Salta, Cordoba, Jujuy within the tropic. Here It Is clear, freezing.
I have to go to Parana, capital of the province of Entre Rfos.
"Across the river," I am told; and one goes by ferry. "How long
does it take?" "Two hours." It must, I decide, be an extremely
slow ferry.
It turns out to be an extremely swift one. "Across the river," if
the river Is the Parana, Is not so simple. The balsa Is the kind of
motor-ferry that took me a couple of summers ago from Mackinaw
across Lake Huron to Ontario. It races down a long canal, lined
by low trees and occasional houses; it skirts the huge Isla Carabajal
on the left, the Isla de Lynch on the right; shoots through the
Bajada Grande; steams upstream and against great waves, in a mere
77